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MOTLEY NOTES. 


By THE JESTER. 


OOL,” said King Edward, “I am right glad to see 
you. My Court would be but a dull place without 
its jester.” “Sire,” said I, “I am a jealous fool, 

and it will be my main business to see that your Majesty 1s 

not surrounded by other fools.” “Talking of that,” said the 

King, “what think you of——?” Iam a discreet fool. 


Now there are in the House of Commons several fools. 


The sport of Kings concerns itself mainly with horses ; the 
business of Kings mainly with asses. Edward is a judge 
of both. 

[I strut about the Court, I roam through the highways, I 
lay me down under the greenwood tree; and everything | 
turn to mirth and jollity with a hey nonny no! Wouldst 
know the latest scandal’—I_ will 
whisper it in thine ear. Wouldst hear 
the newest quip?—I will relate it to 
thee with my own garnishing. Wouldst 
have a song?—I will twang the strings 
merrily. 

Sing a song of modern life, 
Rushing, roaring, ranting, 
Sects and parties all at strife, 
Lying, cheating, canting ; 
Sing a song of wear and tear, 
Clangour harsh and grating, 
Motor-cars in mad career, 
Railway tubes vibrating. 
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Sing a song of money lust, 
Honesty ? No thank’ee ! 

Life a fifty million Trust, 
Merrie England, Yankee ! 

All things are not what they seem, 
Motive lurks in Pity 

Here, forsooth’s a motley theme 
Fora Jester’s ditty. 


T’other day I met a philosopher in a Yorkshire village. He 
Was a patriarchal parson, and laughed heartily in the midst of 
his years. Said he, “I cannot read so well in church now, for 
my teeth have all departed from me.” “ False teeth can be 
hought for a song,” said I. “Ah!” cried he, “but supposing 
if just after I had bought a set I was to pop off. What a 


waste of money!” O excellent parson ! 


Which reminds me of a story. A Scot and his wife came to 
London, and the worthy pair were in a hundred fears 
concerning the diabolical ingenuity of the London footpad. As 
they took their first walk down the Strand the husband 
whispered of a sudden hoarsely in her ears : “ Janet, wuamman, 
hast thou got thy teeth feexed feermly in thy gums?” “Na, 
na,” she answered, “a’m no sich a fule; I’ve left ‘em safely 
lockit awa’ in the portmanty!’ 


A few weeks agoa certain American journal wrote gushingly 
of De Wet: 

“A true son of the veldt is he. Freedom to him is some- 
thing dearer than life—something to fight for, to live for, to 
die for—if needs be. It is a spectacle for the admiration of 
this age—this virile patriot with his handful of men defying 
the might of an Empire,” etc., etc. 


The same journal now remarks of Aguinaldo : 

“He has in him no element either of statesmanship or 
heroism. He is a vain, selfish political disturber, and does not 
know the meaning of the word liberty. He has sacrificed the 
lives of his ignorant and deluded followers, who scarcely knew 
for what purpose they were in arms,” etc., etc. 

How truly is it said that circumstances alter cases. 
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It is a great 
blessing that 





1 Pe = om. = 42*1| sympathy is so 
_— inexpensive. 
en ' 

f" Never apolo- 
Us 


gise for kissing 
a girl under the 
mistletoe. The 
miss’ll tone 
| down, sure 
enough, if you 
repeat the 
offence. 











Is the most 
read current 
literature the 
most fruitful of 
good results? 





Jace Years 








Gornc For Him BALDHEADED. 











Tradesman (to old gentleman who has purchased a lawn 
mower).—“ Yes, sir, I’ll oil it, and send it over imm——” 

Customer (imperatively).—‘“‘ No, no, no! It must not be 
oiled! I won’t have it oiled—mind that! I want noise ! 
And, look here, pick me out a nice rusty one. My neighbour’s 
children hoot and yell till ten o’clock every night, so” 
(viciously) “I mean to cut my grass from four till six every 


morning !” 


Tears are a woman’s first resource, a man’s last. 


“But, Charles,” said she to the handsome young volunteer, 
“what would you really do if there was a sudden cry ‘To 
arms, to arms ?’” 

“ Well,” said Charles, “it would depend. If the cry issued 
from‘your lips I think I should come.” 





“Are you fond 
| of music?” asked 
| a stranger of a 
young man at a 
concert, who was 
applauding vigor- 
ously after a pretty 
girl had sung a 
song in a very 
| painful way. 
“Not  particu- 
larly,” replied 
the young man, 
| frankly; ‘“‘but I 
| am extremely fond 
| of the musician.” 


| A woman makes 
up her face, a man 
his mind. 


| “These trousers 
- Z yd 
an: are very much 
. .| worn this season,” 
Pook LittLe Isaac HAS FALLEN | gaid the tailor, dis- 
~ » . . 
AND Hurt His Noss. playing his goods. 


‘ tg 9? | —~ 
“Hurt His Nose?” |  “Soare the ones 


“Yrs! How Covurp He Hurt I have on,” replied 
ANYTHING ELsE.” the poet, sadly. 
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FUN. 





May I I, Igor, 


FounpD at Last. 

They sat in the gloaming—a small one, and consequently 
a tight fit—his manly arm round her waist, her flowing lock, 
reposing upon his shoulder. A brilliant flash of tacit : 
for some time had illuminated the surrounding lan 
Presently she sighed and said: “ George, J—] 
confession to make.” 

“ Let me hear it,” he whispered ; “let no secrets mar oe 
transcendental oneness.” 

“T—I cannot” (the words struggled to escape) “play the 
plano.” 

And then joy bubbled up in his heart with an almost perfect 
inundation, for he knew that this pearl amongst women wa 
his ownest own. 


turnity 
have a 


as 

Teacher.—“ What great event occurred in 1885 ?” 

Small Boy (after a 
pause). — “Please, 
ma'am, I was born 
then.” 





You may call a man 
a man or an old man, 
but you must not call 
him a little man. 

That when a man is 
hanging by his toes 
from the corner of 
a ten storey building, 
and expects momen- 
tarily to drop on to 
the adamant below, 
nothing sothoroughly 
satisfies him as_ to 
suddenly wake up 
and discover he is 
safely at home in bed. 





Guard.—“Now TuHeEn, No 
of shopping, yet will | SMoxine THERE, My Lap. 


A woman is fond 


spend half an hour 
in a shop without 
making a single pur- 
chase. A man detests 
going to shop, but 
will not spend a 
quarter of an hour 
in one without buying something that is of no earthly use to 
him. 


Boy.—I Arn’t SMOKING.” 

Guard.—“* You Have A CIGAR 
In YouR Movta.” 

Boy.—* AnD I Have My Boots 
On, But I Arn’? WALKING.” 








Mamma (examining the proof of her small daughter's 
photograph).—“ Grace, why didn’t you smile?” 

Grace (aged six years, with an injured air).—‘“I did, 
mamma, but the man didn’t put it down.” 


Angry Diner.—“ Hello! waiter, where is that ox tail soup!” 

Warter.—“ Coming sir—half a minute.” 

Angry Diner.—“Confound you! How slow you are.” 

Waiter.—“ Fault of the soup, sir. Ox tail is always behind.” 

Wife (to third husband).-—“If you feel so unwell, John, I 
think you had better send for my old family physician.” 

Third Husband (somewhat hastily).—“ No, my dear, | 
would prefer to send for someone else.” 
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“What's this?” said the King. “In my 
small boyhood I used to sing ‘Britannia 
needs no Bulwarks.’ Now I understand she 
sings for them in quires.” 











THE FasHIoN PLATE GiRL. 
Inhuman She! whose penny whistle waist 
Might by a spider’s whisker be embraced ; 
Whose monstrous body all proportion begs, 
And, long as Time, runs into longer legs ; 
Whose arms, stuck out, invariably end 
In needle fingers curled into a bend. 

O thou, inhuman, hideous, monstrous, vile, 
Take from the page thy enervating smile ! 


Ne’er can I look upon thy saucer eyes ; 

Thine eyebrows titled in absurd surprise ; 

Thy oval face ; thy button mouth ; thy nose 

From whence the billowy cheek unbroken 
flows ; 

The hat that towers above thy towering hair, 

And towering leaves a strip of forehead clear, 

Without the overwhelming, fierce desire 

To fling thee fluttering in the nearest fire ! 


Sometimes I dream of thee ; I see thee walk, 
Hear thy joints crack, hear thy falsetto talk, 
Behold thee plucking leaves from tops of trees, 
Church steeples rubbing up against thy knees, 
Thy spreading hat amid the amazed stars, 
What time thou makest eyes at blushing Mars ; 
Then wake to find a handmaid, four-foot three, 
Round and firm-fingered, with the morning 
tea ! 


— 


At Nracara FALLS. 
She.—“ How grand and awe-inspiring it all 
is, John ?” 
He.—“Yes, but don’t talk, dear. I want to 
listen to the roaring of the waters.” 























Egyptian Poet.—“I1’s Not Writtne ’EM, 
Bur Taxinc ’Em Rounp To THE PUBLISHERS 
THAT Kytrts.” 
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“How Mucu Do You MAKE A WEEK?” 

“Four Pounps, Srp.” 

“En! Waat? Four Pounps ror GRINDING AN ORGAN?!” 
“No, Sar; Not ror Grrinp—ror Suut Up anp Go Away.” 


Proverss—WiTH A LEAK SOMEWHERE. 
“Time is money "— ) 4 
But you can’t pay your barber with the time you spend waiting for 
your turn. ‘ 
“ Honesty is the best policy ”— 
But what about the company promotor and the newspaper reporter ? 
“Tt is better to give than receive ”— 
In a fight—yes. But in a billiard match—hardly ! 
“The pen is mightier than the sword ”— 
But if you're being chased by a bulldog the leakage in this proverb is 
apparent. 
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THE COLONIES WELCOME THEIR FUTURE KING. 
































: - — . a —_ 
ee mg, Ml, ype ~ = Eg ma 





ee ee oe 

















I Sy Sm ge Ie let IM IRE i i. 


- ~~ ads . ie pe ia ee — — “ . - VE ne 
z SS ae See a ER. SE he ME ST See ee ee eee a eS 
a ie OF A . — —s : a ~ ” me oe : « hae —s i tne Se. a ss ~ = = 


ee ~~ a 





- 


t 











=. .m\. Mia tea Be j 





ee SZ AVIA WAN 


A nce ' HS od 


(al 


ee 





prc 





May II, Igot. 











—_— — 


ANOTHER BIT FROM 
“Ur. TREae.” 


ScenE: Work-room of MADAME MANTEAU. 
Court Milliner. Twelve young lady assistants 
are discovered fitting twelve nervous young lady 
customers with dresses for the Drawing Room. 
Mannequins of osver with red busts stand around : 
a staircase leads down R.U.E. 


ConTRALTO LaDy ASSISTANTs (singing) : 

“We are damsels working daily and we try to 
do it gaily, 
Though when busy there is overtime to do, 

But this happens very rarely, for Madame she 

treats us fairly, 
And on Saturdays we fly away at two. 

Sometimes the stern inspector (just at times 

we least expect her, 

Say when Drawing Rooms are drawing very 

near) 
Pops so smartly down upon us, but gets very 
little from us, 

For we all somehow contrive to disappear. 

So we dress the déhu-déhu-débu-déhu 
débutantes, 

And their very haughty mothers and their 
impecunious aunts, 

We attend to all the worries and anticipate 
the wants 

Of the nervous débu-déhbu-débu-débu 
débutantes.” 

SoPRANO DEBUTANTES (s7nq) : 

‘* Day of days is coming near, 
Young and timid hearts are beating, 
Soon the morning will be here 
For the King to hold his meeting. 
When we then the Throne Room gain, 
May no person catch a train. 
(Softly) May no person— 
May no person— 
May no person catch a train. 
(Slow recitative pranissimo) 
Lest we should go to King’s (pause )— 
Lest we should go to King’s Cross.” 
(Enter down staircase, as chorus finishes, 
MADAME MANTEAU.) 

MapAME MantTEAavu.—“ Good morning, yoong 
ladies! It is vair pleasant to find you in such 
excellont spirits. But who are these terembling 
damsels ? ” 

ASsISTANTS.—“ They are your clients, Madame.” 

(The clients curtsey.) 
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Lady.—“ WELL, JoHN, AND WHAT 18 YoUR Oprinion or THESE NEW 
SUBMARINES ?” 

Sailor.—*A Marvet, Mum, A Marvet. I Were a Bit Surprisep 
AT THE TALK or Tuer Potrep AIR AND CONDENSED WATER, BUT 
WueEN I SEES IN THAT THERE ‘PALL MALL MAGAZINE’ THAT A Cove 
Sarp ’Ee’p SAILED In ’Em You Micur Have Knockep Mg Down 


WITH A 4°7.’ 


MADAME MANTEAU (comes to footlights). —“It is no story 
mes enfants ; it is helas the ab-solute truth. 


MADAME MANTEAU (with sudden recollection),—“Cleants ! (Sings) . 
C’est vrai! I had for the moment forgotten the horreeble fact ‘‘ When fairst I came to this country a gairl of seventeen, 
that I am engaged in the detestable profession of dressmaking. I met a youth, the noblest youth that I had evair seen. 


How my aristocratic soul rebels ! ” 


First DEBUTANTE (stepping forward).—“ Madame! may I, lean, 
on behalf of my fellow sufferers, point out that unless our 


dresses are completed by the ——” 


MADAME MANTEAU (sternly).—“Seelonce! (7'o her assistants, 
kindly.) By the by, hafe I ever told you, yoong ladies, of a 


romantic incident in my airly youth?” 


AssisTants.—“ Never, Madame! (Aside). She tells the 


Story to us daily.” 


He was not high nor vairy short; not stout and not tov 


"Twas ata meelitarey fancy ball ! 

Ma foi! ce wetait pas la guerre mais c’etart magnifique, 

[ talked to him in French, a language he could scarcely 
speak, 

He marriet me, but now because my maimory is veak, 

His noble name I can’t recall !” 


(And so on ad nauseam. ) 




















































sg hae 













































Ue 2 ve —— 
shania — ae ee apes 4 > a brs =r: 
alti ee ee, = . > ~ » 
ae Bd a : - — 
es 


tation: oo oe 


a 
- 


—H, 


SS 


noes 


ie Scan, sens he petpeabs Sa " 
er gt Boy cme * « “Te 
ee ee ee pon mel ~-levenis Be a 
“2 ee ee - Ta " = mee x ‘a 


= nena tin—ceesol 


ee om 


a a nae _ 
A i cae. 5 


Compras 


o~ 


- 
ee, 


? * oy 
- i ; 
ne eee = ” 





{ 
Lal 21% 
; rf e * 
KE ! 
: ate ay 
ald |) 7 
ha rf: 
be ; i 
; : meas 
° ae 
ae) ig 
sit ; ith 
- $ Ror) 
2 i ae a 
|) TE ee 
th | rf il, 
Bryer tl 
Bee bt 
ih 
sans 
aan 
rIHE 








i Se ee 


ee om» 
es 


. P P a we Po . 
5 = aes 














FUN. 





May I I, Igor, 





GUIDE CONVERSATIONELLE DE 
L’ETRANGER A LONDRES. 


Dans LE TRAIN. 

Here is Charing Cross. No, it is Cannon Street. I do not 
know where we are. The train is moving backwards. Help! 
Is that St. Paul? No, it is the Shot Tower (Chau-to-ére). 

Oh! No, indeed (je vous assure), it is marked “ Dewar’s 
Whiskey.” 

There is the Cecil Hotel, the Parliament House, the Lord’s 
House, the Black Statue, the Slum, the Liberal Club. 

Which? (Lequel.) I do not know (je n’en sais rven). 

All trains in England stop on bridges. 

I smell the river, the fried fish shop, and the new paint. 





te 


Dans LA GARE. 


I have the finger caught in the door. 

Do not open until the train stops. 

I have no luggage ; but my friend has the handkerchief th 
umbrella, the water of life, the scent, the journal, the pare : 
the boots, and the lady has the little cat in the basket” 

Where are my collar, my sponge, my cuffs, my brush m 
money, my old tie, and my torn book ? _— 

Search, search. I have nothing to declare. 

Shall it not be permitted to travel lightly ? 

Here are the detective, the station-master, the collector the 
inspector, the customs man, the spy, the gathering crowd, the 
reporter, the extreme annoyance, the fluster, the explanations 

They are not the foreign tobacco, the lace, the plate the 
sugar-dutiable ; they are the shredded cigar, the rags, the 
German silver, the sugar-private. ) 
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Avaunt! (allez vous en). 


A wL Hore. 


I should have been willing (Sus- 
junctive-paulo-post conditional-a poda- 
sis) to have left a deposit sum, if | 
| well rendered to myself (inverted 
|  protasis) your illegitimate suspicions. 
| I except, I distinguish, I explain, | 
compromise, I take action, I make 
record, I protest, I demand verbal 
process. 

It is mine, it is not mine, it is his, it 
is hers. What does it do to me? | 
know not what itis! What is it? 








Dans LA RUE. 
I am innocent; thou art (you are) 


in error; he is guilty; we are of 
accord ; you are a sensible man ; they 
are brutes. 

Here are two policemen (gensdarme ), 
three policemen (agents), four police- 
men (sergents), five policemen (com- 
missaires), six policemen (/wuzsscers), 
and so forth (et aensz de suste ). 


CHEZ LE JUGE DE PAIX. 


Here are the interpreter, the witnesses, 
the warders, the dock, the hand-cuffs, 
the drunkards, the perjured, the spikes, 
the stuffiness (V’odeur méphitique). 

Mr. the President ; the witness to 
charge, to discharge, the Escutcheon- 
| royal ; the greasy little book. 





La VIE A LONDRES. 
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The Governor (Le Pére ou le chef de 
la Prison, etc.), the warder, the ward, 
the warden ; the grounds, the chapel, 
the heating apparatus ((e Calorifere), 
the cleanliness, the order, the peace, 
the security. 








, CONSIDERATE. 
Si ii iia at : Wife of His Bosom.—“ Darling, you 
a | must not take this medicine. hy 
tasted it, and I’m sure it would ki 


“SHAKE Hanps OL’ Man—I’m Hatr Scotrco MysELF—OTHER HALF— 


SorRA-WARER !” 


mule !” 
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‘ | - rn ” 
Colonel.—“ Eaap, CuHarure! You Lucky Rocue. Founp A Quiet CorNER, En? 
A.D.C.—“It Was Quiet, CoLoNgL.” 
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ALICE IN BOUNDERLAND. 
CHAPTER V. 


FASHIONABLE DRESSING. 














T'weedledee when she came face to face with a great 

lady, whose photograph she had often seen in her 
penny fashion papers. The great lady was in a very untidy 
condition, and as she trotted along she continually muttered, 
“ Drat the servants! Drat the servants!” Alice thought this 
rather funny, and begged the great lady to tell her what was 
the cause of her exclamation. “I believe,” she added, “that 
| am addressing Lady Acreage.” 

“Well, yes, if you call that a-dressing,” the lady said. “ It 
isn’t my notion of the thing at all. Here have I been a-dressing 
myself for the last two hours, and nothing comes right. It’s 
all owing to my maid taking a day out. Drat the girl !” 

“ But is it so difficult to dress yourself?” Alice asked. 

“ Difficult !” cried Lady Acreage. “It’s impossible. Look 
at me! Do I look dressed or undressed ?” 

“You look a little flustered,” Alice replied. 

“What’s the use of that?” demanded the lady, grabbing at 
her skirts. ‘‘ Looking flustered isn’t looking dressed, stupid. 
You might as well say that a man who puts side on needn’t 
put coats on.” She pulled her hair out over her ears till it 
stood out on either side of her face like the branches of a tree. 
“Most vexatious!” she cried. “Just when [ wanted to look 
particularly chic.” 

“Can I do anything?” Alice asked. 

“Do anything !” cried Lady Acreage ; “ why you can’t even 
do your own hair. You’re ten years behind the fashion, and 


A LICE had hardly turned her back on Tweedledum and 
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“It’s ALL Ow1nc to My Marp TakIna a Day Oot, 
DrRaT THE GrrRL!” 


Ba mr if \| 
BT HN i | ae 
OE PA Pe \ 


ge ee re nak | 
Lhe 4G 7) 7 | 
=a ES PRIS . 


ae iS 
est f v | A\\ u N 
é Vp \ pt) 


. 7 —_ 
Wig , UA \\a Se o- 
ho eins ved | 
ad or i KAT eC , / df ‘ 
‘ "LAW ‘4 
7 ea vi | Ki a fi f 
+. 4 - ) 4 F . Phy 
EN ; | fil) 
’ tos ie | 
Jl { ‘ 
; Re 4 " 
OK \ 
— wage 


>. 


ze Sy Ls Se 


‘\ 
hws 

\ 
\e 
WS 


=, “Se 
‘ he eet 
Thy. WSS 
a 
~ 





WET. ©OLF | a 


“THe BowER OF BEAUTY.” 


the colour’s horrid. If you want to get on in the world you 
must learn how to dress, beginning with the hair.” , 

“ What is the guiding principle? ” asked Alice. 

“To look fetching,” replied the lady. “There is a fashion 
in holding the skirt you know. Very fetching. You pull it 
first a little up to show your feet and lace petticoats, and then 
you drag it tightly on one side just below your figure, you 
know, so as to accentuate the lines. It’s no use looking blurred 
and indistinct nowadays ; a woman of distinction must show 
her lines. In the old days people looked for other people’: 
good points ; now they look for their lines. Drat my hips! 

“Your hips !” cried Alice, in astonishment. 

“Can’t you see they’re all wrong ?” 

“T thought they were dislocated, and didn’t like to look at 
them,” said Alice. 

“So they are, drat them.” 

“Is it painful?” Alice asked, sympathetically. 

“Painful! It wouldn’t matter if they were only painful: 
they’re ugly, they’re hideous, they’re stupid.” 

With that she gives her hips a violent twist, and so they 
come into their place. “I bought ’em in Regent Street,” she 
said, “instead of sending direct to Paris for ’em. Very stupid. 
These London things never fix on properly.” 

“ Are they artificial ?” Alice asked, almost gasping for breath. 

“Now, do you really think that all the pronounced hips 
you see in smart drawing-rooms have developed naturally 
within the last few months? Don’t be ridiculous. Hips are 
a fashion, just as you-may-it was a fashion when we all wore 
bustles.” 

Alice began to laugh. “Really,” she said, “it seems t 
me you have to pay pretty dearly in comfort for your ne¥ 
fashions. And, after all, do you think it is werth it! I 
mean—I don’t want to be rude—but do you think that ths 
new fashion quite suits you ?” 

“Of course it doesn’t, goose. But it’s the fashion. It only 
suits a few, but as it’s the fashion those it doesn’t suit have . 
adopt it. Society must be uniform. If we innovate, it must 
be altogether.” 
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“] think I would rather be natural and comfortable,” said 
Alice. 

“Then why don’t you go about like an —~— nigger ?” 
snapped Lady Acreage. 

“There's a medium in all things,” said Alice, drawing 
herself up. 

“Don’t talk platitudes,” snapped the lady ; “it’s vulgar. 
Can’t you see that one has to dress to captivate men, not to 
please oneself? Don’t be selfish.” 

“If I thought I was dressing to captivate men,” Alice 
replied, “I could never face one without blushing.” 

“That’s because you don’t enamel your face, stupid.” 

“T certainly don’t,” Alice replied, scornfully. 

“No need to tell me so. Your complexion’s like a dairy 
maid’s. Pooh! it almost makes me feel ill.” 

“There’s more grease on your face,” Alice retorted, “than 
ever came out of a milk-pail. If you only did your hair with 
curl-papers you'd be like a house during spring cleaning, 
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‘papered and painted throughout.’ Oh! I shouldn't care to 
be so horribly made up.” 

“Why, you vulgar chit,” cried the lady, “if smart women 
didn’t take an interest in dress what should we have to talk 
about ?” 

“If your conversation is all about your dress,” said Alice, 
“it must be very loud.” And she moved away, tossing up he: 
head. 

“ And,” cried the lady, “if it is like our evening dress, it 
must be exceedingly low.” 

And she moved away muttering to herself, “Drat the 
servants! Drat the servants !” 

Alice moved away laughing. 


Stern Parent.—* Another bad report, my son.” 
Son.—“ Yes, papa. You must really talk to my teacher, o1 
he will keep on doing it.” 





“Ts Toat Sometuinc New You Are PrayinG, DaRLinc? 
“No, Ma. I7’s Onty THAT THE Man’s BEEN KouUND AND TUNED THE PIANO.’ 
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PROGRESSIVE HOUSEKEEPING. 


Jones (from next door).—“ WHat THE Deuce Dors ALL Tus MEAN ?” 


You SEE THE 
Wirz 1s Cominc Home To-nicut, so I’m Just Getrina Tuincs Spick 


Smith (whose wife is away).—“ Ou, NotuHinc Mucu. 


AND SprpAN For Her Berore SHE ARRIVES.” 





—— == 
tocommit felo de se—he is a Quixotic fellow 
d’ see /—handing over the money he has heen 
saving up to settle his own debts of ener 
However, in the end, Tezma himself marries 
Ilona, and the friend goes away with his back 

‘bent by deserved woe. The curtain falls while 
Tezma hums to himself the favourite lied of 


Dalmania : 
‘*T know a little dona’, 
Her name it is Ilona, 
She’s abart to marry me,” ete, 








The play is very delightfully acted by Migs 
Gertrude Elliott and Mr. Ian Robertson ; very 
earnestly and attractively by Mr. Forbes 
Robertson, Mr. Frank Mills, and Mr. Marsh 
Allen ; less adequately by one or two of the 
others. But it is not a very exhilarating enter. 
tainment. 





The new Imperial Theatre is the super: 
bissimoist playhouse in London, probably in 
many respects the most beautiful in the world. 
It is a Thespian Temple—and we use the term 
with the full knowledge that we are infringing 
the copyright of the Slocum Podger Gazette, also 
of the professional press. The Imperial, which 
is Westminster way, is a dream in white marble 
and beaten metals, in which plaster cherubim 
and stucco festoons have no place. It is all 
white ; its style severely classic ; its lights are 
hidden and flood the house without being seen. 
It is all just too lovely for words. 








THE DRAMAPHONE. 
, FTER seeing Mr. Forbes Robertson as a fire-eating 





swashbuckler, we give a list of likely assumptions 
by our leading actors : 


UGLY Sister in ‘ Cinderella” Sir Henry Irving. 


SINGING Farry _,, a .. Mr. Tree. 

Sweeny Topp a ... Mr. Martin Harvey. 
OTHELLO ies - ns ... Mr. Charles Wyndham. 
HAMLET i ve ee ... Mr. Charles Hawtrey. 
MACBETH eg es hea .... Mr. Weedon Grossmith. 


CORIOLANUS ... 


Mr. Huntley Wright. 


We should have been none the more surprised. Mr. 
Robertson is ethereal, rarefied, remote. The hero of “Count 
Tezma” is a gentleman fond of duels, gambles, gambols. Mr. 
Robertson we have known only as a delicately classic hero, 
sighing like a furnace for his mistress’ eyebrow, or toupée, or 
something. At the Comedy he is a misogynist for at least an 
act and a half. He has nearly always talked in blank verse. 
In Mr. Homer's (secundus) piece it is mostly the ideas which are 


oo You see it was right out of Mr. Robertson’s beaten 
track. 


The new romantic play at the Comedy begins very well, but 
it ends poorly. It isa story of the novelette. We are taken 
to Dalmania—it is always a mania nowadays for fanciful 
countries—where Count Tezma has a friend, who, unknown to 
him, treats Tezma’s sister badly, the while Tezma, out of his 
friendship, is helping his sister’s faithless lover to marry 
Princess Ilona. Also, out of his friendship—it is a very 
romantic play—rather than his friend shal] commit suicide 
because he cannot pay his card debts, Tezma himself prepares 








There is, however, an old-fashioned prejudice to the effect 
that the play remains the thing. MM. Pierre and Claude 
Berton’s French piece, translated into English, is a poor thing. 
There are fout acts, weighing several hundredweight each, 
to a half-grain of drama. It is, of course, all about Marie 
Antoinette and the lady whose face was more like her own 
than would have been a modern “picture photograph” of 
herself. As a series of pictures of 
France just before the Revolution, 
of the luxury of the Court, the beauty 
of Versailles, and the misery of the 
streets, “A Royal Necklace,” which 
is most beautifully staged, will no 
doubt attract a large public from 
those whose idea of dramatic con- 
struction is the proper fit of a gown 
and acres of scenery to an inch of plot. 

















Poor Marie Antoinette, whose 
double gets the priceless 
necklace which the naughty 
Cardinal intended for the 
Queen, while she only gets 
abuse and suspicion, is put 
right just in time for us to 
catch our suburban trains. 
Mrs. Langtry, in the double 
part—which should have 
been half as long—looks 
beautiful, and is very 
earnest and painstaking. 

THE STaGe Coacu. 


Mrs. LANGTRY IN ¢ 
“ A RoyaL NECKLACE. 
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A PLUMBER ON THE BUST. 























“Lor ! I saw what was the matter as soon as I got aboard the owner's yacht. ‘Somebody ’as spilt some water,’ 
sez I, ‘ but don’t you worry, cos’ me and my starf of scientific plumbers will soon make it hutterly himpossible for yer 
ever to ave a busted waterpipe again.’ 




















“Well, arter working for abart four months, the bloomin’ owner ’ad the insolence to arsk me ’ow I was gettin’ on. 
‘Wher’s the water tap?’ says ee ; ‘ Water tap?’ sez I, ‘Why we've put it away safely in the garding, where none o’ them 


insanitary smells will trouble yer family. Come along and [’ll show yer. 
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“*There’s yer tap,’ sez I, ‘and whart a pity yer ‘aven't a te 
green peas jest bore afew holes with yer gimlet, and stop ’em up arterwards with stamp paper, or send for me. But lor, 


it's my tea time. Good arternoon !’” 
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UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 
TREE. 


‘‘Decia’s father must be rich—look at 
her clothes.” 

‘‘T’ve been looking, and it seems to me 
he ought to be poor.” — Boston Home Journal. 

big Sisrer.—‘*Oh ! I do hope papa will 
take me to the concert. I’m so fond of 
music.” 

LittLE BrotueR.—‘‘ Huh! Then why 
don’t you never let me play my drum in 
the house?” —J//ustrated Bee, 

Young Lapy (in music store ).—‘* Have 
you ‘A Heart that Beats with Love’?” 

CLERK ( blushingly ).—‘* No, miss; I should 
consider it highly imprudent on a salary of 
six dollars a week.” — Ewchanye. 

NELLIE’S OFFER. 

‘Won't you give me your new baby 
brother, Nellie?” asked a visitor of a little 
four-year-old miss. 

‘* No, indeed !” replied Nellie ; ‘I want 
him to play with. But Pll get you a piece 
of paper and you can cut a pattern of him.” 
—Chicayo News 




















Lucky PIn. 

‘‘ Do you believe in luck ?” 

‘‘Sure. Now, I had great luck to-day. 
On my way to work this morning I 
picked up a pin a 

‘‘For goodness sake! You don’t 
mean to say you believe in that old 
superstition ?” 

‘No superstition about it. This rm 
had a diamond in it.”—Phdadelphia 
Press. 





Tue Morus Dip It. 
‘*Well, what’s this?” enquired Mamie, 
as she resurrected her last season’s winter 
coat. 
‘‘It looks to me,” replied her sister 
Maude, ‘like an eaten jacket.”—Phila- 
delphia Bulletin. 


THE WiLt THAT Won HER. 
I found her will so very strong I dared not 
hope that I 
Could ever conquer her or turn her pretty 
little head, 
Whene’er I'd say she shouldn’t my assertion 
she’d defy 
With firmness and decision and ‘‘I will” 
was all she said. 
That nothing less than strategy would win 
her I opined, 
And so in guile I said, though with the 
air of ruling still, 
‘¢ You'll never be my wife, too obstinate are 
youl find !” 
Defiantly she stamped her foot and firmly 
vowed, ‘I will!” 
— Detroit Free Presa. 
PENELOPE. —‘‘ I’ve been abroad so long ; 
tell me, whom did Jack marry ?” 
Guiapys.—‘‘ He married Maude Jones, 
her mother, father, a maiden aunt, and a 
Maltese cat.” —Indianopolis Presa. 


THE LATEST. 
‘Will you trust me, darling 
“JT will, Edward, till death.” 

The youth enveloped her in his arms and 
thus an envelope trust was formed.—Phila- 
delphia Times. 
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A DrrecTor’s SALARY. 

A stranger got off the car, and, accosting 
a newsboy, nf ee him to direct him to the 
nearest bank. 

‘“This way,” said the ‘‘newsie,” and, 
turning the corner, pointed to asky-scraper 
just across the street. 

‘‘Thank you, and what do I owe you! 
said the gentleman, pulling a penny out of 
his pocket. 

‘* A quarter, please !” 

‘‘A quarter! Isn’t that pretty high for 
directing a man to the bank?” 

‘‘You'll find, sir,” said the youngster, 
‘“‘that bank directors are paid high in 
Chicago.” —Chicago Tribune. - 


EarL Li Hune CHAne. 

The Emperor Kwang Su was furious. 

‘‘T degrade you!” cried his majesty. 
‘*You are no longer the Earl Li Hung 
Chang.” 

The Viceroy grovelled conventionally. 

‘Ts that tantamount,” he made bold to 
ask, ‘‘ to making me the late Hung Chang?” 

Fortunately, the Emperor was _ suffi- 
ciently imbued with Western ideas to 
perceive the delicate wit of this retort, and 
the royal wrath vanished in gales of merri- 
ment.— Detroit Journal. 
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AN Essay on Hapir. 


A schoolmaster offered a prize to th. 
who should write the wi banding 
five minutes on ‘*How to Ove : 
Habit.” 

A lad of nine years old w — 
with the following : om 
‘*Well, sir, habit is hard to over 
If you take off the first letter, it ies ae 
change ‘’abit.’ If you take off another ne 
still have a ‘bit’ left. If you take off still 
another, the whole of ‘it’ remains. If ‘oa 
take off another, it is not wholly used y : 
all of which goes to show that if you hs A 
to get rid of a habit you must throw it off 
altogether.” | 
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** AND when he proposed did you tell hin 
to see me?” sun her mother. 

‘*T did, and he said he had seen you 
several times, but that he loved me jot 
withstanding.” — Philadelphia Times. . 


A CHINAMAN whose life was heavily 
insured fell from a waggon and was badly 
injured. There were some doubts as to his 
ever getting better, and at last one of his 
brother Chinaman wrote to the insurance 
company: ‘‘ Charlie half dead ; likee half 
money.”—San Francisco News Letter. 


Horrip Man. 

‘*What do you think of the dessert, 
dear?” said the young wife. ‘I made it 
out of Mrs. Shouter’s cookery book.” 

‘*Oh ! that accounts for it. I suppose it’s 
the leather binding that makes it so tough,” 
replied the great brute.—Phi/adelphia 
Press. 





THEY were not exactly bad boys, but 
they wereinvariably quarrelling and fighting 
with one another. One day a neighbour 
asked : 

‘¢ Johnnie, when you and your brother 
fight so much who generally whips?” 

Johnnie gave a little wriggle, as if in 
sympathy with memories of recent occur- 
rences and said, resignedly, ‘‘ Mother.”— 
Illustrated Bee. 








EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
for consideration, and in no case will re- 
jected matter 
be returned 
unless accom- 
panied by 
a stampedand 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
uill be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance oF 
contributions 
or sketches. 








a | 
C\ 
de 


pa 
the 


as 
ye 
sal 
pla 


g] 
- () 


hay 
Al 
rigl 
m0) 
dea 
lett 


you 


A 
his 
8cen 
} 
bles 


of ( 





